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This Is A Call 


Author's Notes: 
There's an amusing story behind the inspiration for this fic, but I'm saving it for the next chapter so that | 


don't give too much away too soon 


El Cerrito, California 
October 199b 


You know that old saying--if something looks too easy, it probably is? 


Or maybe it's too good to be true. | always get those mixed up. Either way, that's the feeling creeping into the 
pit of my stomach as | lock the van and make my way toward the bungalow at the end of the street. 


At first | chalk it up to paranoia. You can never be too careful in this profession, after all. Speaking of old 
sayings. I've taken the usual precautions tonight--constantly checking the mirrors to make sure | wasn't 


followed, parking in an inconspicuous location the next block over, having several plausible cover stories ready in 


my mind in case anyone asks what my grungy ass is doing in this fancy neighborhood--which typically 
assuages any hesitation | might have about pulling off a job. Notice | said hesitation instead of fear. That's 
because | don't feel fear. | never have. | seem to have been born without the gene or the wiring or whatever 
it is that makes people afraid. Some people would call it a psychological defect, others might argue that it's an 
evolutionary advantage. Depends on who you ask. Not that | have, because frankly | don't give a shit. Doesn't 


sound like I'm missing out on much regardless of the explanation. 


Plus it makes me uniquely qualified for the kind of work I'm being paid to do, which is all | really care about in 
the end. Getting paid. Getting paid well 


But anyway. Back to the paranoia. It happens from time to time, those primitive animal instincts kicking in just 
to remind us where we all came from, and it usually goes away if | ignore it. Not tonight, though. Not since | 


got out of the van. Not since | left that shithole bar back in El Cerrito, to tell you the truth. Something's off. | 
can feel it on the back of my neck and in the tips of my fingers as | fight the urge to pick up the pace. 


The gate comes into view a few seconds later, wide open and tastefully lit, the impeccably manicured driveway 


beckoning me inside. 


Too easy, says the voice inside my head. Way too easy. Never mind that | was specifically invited here. Never 
mind that the occupant is expecting me. I'm used to delays. I'm used to obstacles. I'm used to shit not going 
according to plan and having to revert to a backup or switch tactics right there on the spot. That's what | 
was prepared for. Instead, everything has fallen right into my hands--including the mark. He approached me 
after my set. He bought me a drink. He initiated the small talk. He slipped his address discreetly into my palm 
before he left and asked me to come over later tonight. I've always been the one to do most, if not all, of the 


above. The whole thing just feels too fucking easy. And you know how the saying goes. 
It's almost enough to make me..well, afraid. 
Almost. 


Then | remind myself of yet another old saying. There's a first time for everything. Maybe my wariness is 
nothing more than a lack of experience. A lack of preparedness for things going smoothly for once. Maybe the 


lack of curveballs i the curveball I've been anticipating the whole time. 


A faint rustling sound stops me momentarily in my tracks. My fingers curl around the canister of Mace in my 
pocket. Another of my usual precautions. Quieter than a gun (and less questions asked if I'm stopped by the 
cops) and good for dropping a guard dog before it can bite. Can't leave my own blood at the scene, you know. 


The rustling comes again, louder this time, and | instinctively spread my feet in a fighter's stance. 
Then the culprit springs into view. 


| roll my eyes as the cat curls around the lamp on top of the gate post and meows softly. My gaze tracks to 


the opposite pillar, where instead of the usual surveillance camera, all | find is a matching lamp. See what | 


mean by too easy? Either the mark is stupidly trusting when it comes to strangers on his property or l'm 
deliberately being lulled into complacency. Intuition isn't much help on that one, so naturally | err on the side of 
the latter. | push the phony glasses further up my nose and pull the edges of my frayed beanie even lower. If 
nothing else, there are bound to be cameras closer to the house. 


The cat flattens its ears and greets me with a low growl. 


Maybe he's the guard animal after all 


quick little jam session with your master." 

The growl deepens as | approach, and | get the sinking sensation that | might actually have to Mace a cat. | 
walk toward the opposite post to give him a wide berth. Make it harder to pounce. That's when his eyes flick 
to something behind me. Chills break over my scalp as the cat's mouth widens and the growl gives way to a 
frantic hiss. 


Something hard and metallic is pressed to the back of my neck before | can turn around. 


"Jam session?" teases the coldly familiar voice. "I've never heard that euphemism before. Might just have to 


steal it." 
Then there's a crackle and a huge slamming pain in the base of my skull. 


There you have it, says the voice in my head as my spasming legs give way and everything around me fades 


to black. 


Told you this was way too fucking easy. 


To be continued. 


Monkey Wrench 


Author's Notes: 

The inspiration for this story came from a conversation in the Foo Fighters photo thread between 
midnight_moonlight, Highway Joe, and myself in reference to this clip of Dave Grohl (you can see the full video 
here) and how it looks like he's getting ready to murder someone with that guitar: 


| jokingly mentioned how awesome it would be if Killer Dave met Evil Junior from Aint My Bitch, and that was 
all it took for the plot to begin unfolding in my mind. What happens when a professional hitman and a sadistic 
drug ring enforcer both have their eyes on the same target? Things get complicated, of course, and sparks fly 
in more ways than one. Written as a standalone story as well as a prequel to AMB. Nothing quite as graphic 
here, but hopefully no less compelling. Enjoy! 


"Hey, Johnny Park!" 

My immediate thought when | blink my eyes open to semi-darkness punctuated by glowing red is that l'm 
locked in the trunk of a car. Wouldn't be the first time (don't ask). The air is both stifling and chilly at the 
same time, and my nose is pressed into a padded surface that reeks faintly of every stench you could imagine. 
But then | realize I'm not moving. There's no idling engine vibration either. It also occurs to me that | wouldn't 
be able to hear my captor so clearly if there were two rows of upholstered seats between us. 

So where the fuck am I? 


"Earth to Johnny... 


| try to turn my head toward the sound of his voice, only for pain to flare straight up my neck and over the 
back of my skull. 


".or should | say, Davia?" 


Its Dave," | manage to grunt as | roll my face to the side as slowly as possible. 


"See, that won't work. We've already exceeded our One Dave Limit around these parts. Thats why they call me 


Junior." 


Fuck me. | knew | recognized that smug, sugared-up voice. And by sugar, | don't just mean flirtatious. | mean 
that I've never seen this dude without a Cherry Coke or Frappuccino or other cavity-inducing beverage in his 
hand. He's sucking the contents of a soda bottle through a straw as we speak, although the red light makes it 
impossible to guess the flavor. His voice has that artificially cheerful, rapid fire cadence you'd expect from a 
sugar addict. How he still has such perfect teeth (not to mention a perfect body) is a mystery. One of about a 


thousand at this particular moment in time. 


"So we'd better come up with an alternate name for you," he continues. "Besides the one you've already been 
using, of course. | knew that was an alias before | even saw your driver's license. An amateur one. You look 


nothing like a Johnny. Dave would suit you a lot better if Mustaine didn't have first claim to it already." 


Dave Mustaine. Junior's boss. Owner of Elysian Fields Gentlemen's Club and Vic's Tavern, the latter of which 
I've been playing Friday and Saturday night gigs at for the past three weeks. He's the one who hired me. He's 
also the one the mark went home with last night, forcing me to postpone my planned seduction yet again. | 
wonder if he's behind this little complication as well. 


"Never mind the fuckin' name." 
"But | have to call you something.’ 


"Then make something up." | blink a few more times until my surroundings come into focus. Cramped little 
room. No windows. Soundproof tiles--plus a couple of Judas Priest posters--covering the walls. The source of 
the red light is a huge neon beer sign above the couch on which Junior is sprawled, knees splayed, one bare 
foot propped on the back and the other on the arm. Must have been how he ambushed me from behind 
without any footsteps. Clever fucker. I'll have to remember that trick if | manage to get out of here. "I could 
give a shit" 


"Its couldn't give a shit." 


Great. Not only is he a liar and a kidnapper and all-around covert sleazeball, he's also chief of the Grammar 


Police. 
"Whatever, man My point is | don't care. | just wanna know what the fuck's going on" 


"That makes two of us." He swings those surprisingly toned legs onto the floor so he can face the bed that I'm 
lying on. The bed that I'm handcuffed to. The bed that I'm handcuffed naked to. Jesus, this just keeps getting 
better and better. "So rather than waste valuable time coming up with a clever nickname, I'll just call you 


Grohl. How ‘bout that?" 


"Like | said, whatever." 

"Then it's official. Welcome to the Speakeasy, Mr. Grohl." 

Rather than ask where exactly | am (because | know he won't tell me) or why he calls it the Speakeasy 
(because | don't give a flying fuck), | skip ahead to questions that at least stand a partial chance of being 
answered. 


"The hell'd you do to me?" 


Junior holds up a dark oblong object with metal prongs on one end. Blue sparks leap between them as he 


squeezes the trigger, and | tense in spite of myself at the familiar loud crackle. 
"Headache?" he asks. 

"That's an understatement," | grunt: 

"Good thing you brought some aspirin." 


He puts the stun gun aside and reaches into his pocket. | know before | hear the telltale rattle that it's my 
own pill bottle. The one | had stashed in my jeans in preparation for tonight's job. 


"Don't need any, thanks." 


"You sure?" He pops the cap and empties the pills into his palm. "Because l'm guessing these are Extra 
Strength, contrary to what it says on the label. Fast acting. Long lasting. Good for whatever ails you." 


"Rather have a beer if you've got one." 

| can tell by the flash of surprise in Junior's otherwise lifeless eyes that he's not used to people talking back 
to him. Or not being phased by his obvious attempts to intimidate. | wait for him to bring that stun gun over 
here and put me in my place, but instead he chuckles appreciatively. 

"Sorry. | don't drink. But I'd be happy to get you a soda to wash down these..what are they, barbiturates?" 
"What do you care?" 

"Oh, we'll get to that in a second. Answer the question first.” 


"Yes. That's exactly what they are." 


He pushes the pills around his palm with one finger, grinning with excitement now. "Disquised to look like 


Ecstasy tabs. Very clever, Mr. Grohl. l'm assuming that's how you were going to present them to our mutual 


friend." 
"Sounds like you don't need me to explain anything. Got it all figured out for yourself" 


"Not all of it. Otherwise we wouldn't be having this conversation. And | wouldn't have gone through the trouble 
of bringing you here so that we could." 


"You followed me." 

"In a manner of speaking." 

"But how? | checked the mirrors the whole way.’ 

Junior pours the pills back and caps the bottle. "Obviously you forgot to check your blind spot" 

"What blind spot?" 

"Right behind your seat" 

Fuck. Blind is right. | should've known something was up when Junior offered to help me load my gear into the 
van after the show. He said it was the least he could do to make up for the lousy tips. At first | assumed he 
was trying to get in my pants--which, up until he electrocuted and kidnapped me, | might have gone along with 
if | didn't already have a "date"--so | ducked away to take a leak while he retrieved the last amp. When | got 
back to the van, he was nowhere to be seen. | figured he'd gone back inside. So | left. | never thought to double 
check before | shut the doors and drove off. He must've curled up on the mattress beneath the blankets and 


clothes. All that time | spent checking the rearview when all | had to do was look down 


But why? And how? How did he know this was a hit? Why go to such lengths to interfere when he could have 


sabotaged my van, for instance? Or even just warned the mark? 
"You haven't been doing this for very long," he asks, "have you, Mr. Grohl?" 


"Can you cool it with this Mister Grohl shit? You sound like a fucking James Bond villain Just call me Grohl, like 


you said you would." 


Another snort. I'm probably pushing my luck at this point, but if l'm a dead man either way, | see no point in 
politeness. It obviously didn't fool Junior the first time. 


"Fair enough, Grohl Same question applies." 
"Depends on how you define ‘long. Are we talking years or number of jobs here?" 


Either/or. Judging by your baby face and amateur level of vigilance this evening, I'm guessing neither number 


is very high." He polishes off the soda with an exaggerated sigh of contentment straight out of a Coca-Cola 
commercial. Imitations of genuine human reactions. Another telltale sign of a sociopath. Wonder if that's how he 
recognized me--and if that explains his obvious fascination. Birds of a feather, as the saying goes. "It was 
more of a rhetorical question anyway." 

"Well, here's a real question, Mister Ellefson. How many people have YOU killed?" 

"You're kidding, right?" 

"C'mon. I'll give you my number if you give me yours." 

Junior's tongue flicks over his teeth. "Now there's a tempting proposition" 

"Does that mean no?" 

"Not necessarily. I'd just need a minute to calculate." 


"Can't tell me you've lost count already. You don't look much older than | am." 


"Maybe | started young," he teases, though | can tell my the flatness of his eyes that it's no joke. "Do they 


have to be ones | did myself, or does hiring a contractor count?" 

"Either /or." 

The echoed reply earns me another smirk. | wonder how long | can keep pushing buttons before Junior gets 
truly pissed off. Probably not the best stalling technique, but | can't seem to help myself. Fucker makes it way 
Too easy. 

"All right then" He leans forward, locking eyes. "Nineteen" 

Damn. And here | thought he had me beat for sure. 


"Is that do-it-yourself plus hired contractors?" 


"| don't hire contractors." He leans back again with his hands laced behind his head. "Why waste the money and 


assume the risk when | can do a better job anyway?" 
"Then why'd you ask me?" 
He shrugs as if to say just fucking with you. "Your turn" 


"Twenty-seven" 


"I was asking your body count, not your age." 

"That IS my body count" 

This time, the snort doesn't sound so amused. 

"Bullshit" 

"Sounds like a lot until you do the math," | explain. "Nine years in business, averaging three jobs a year. 
Twenty-seven. And don't forget | do this for a living. l'm guessing yours were peripheral to whatever it is you 
do besides manage this bar. Unless you're a serial killer.” 

"How do you know I'm not?" 

"Good question. Abducting me when you could have killed me outright? Bringing me to your secret torture 
room-slash-sex dungeon or whatever you prefer to call this place? Not to mention that you're nice looking and 
seemingly harmless at first glance. Yeah, this does have kind of a Ted Bundy vibe, now that | think about it. 
Sounds like I'm in for a rough night" 

“That's up to you," he says. 


"Hmmm. Cold blooded torture versus a quick bullet to the head. Tough choice." 


"If you think you're gonna buy yourself the latter with that smart mouth of yours, then you're even more 


naive than you look." 

"Nope." | glance up at my cuffed hands, wondering if the fear is finally going to kick in now that I've gotten 
myself good and fucked. Figuratively speaking. The literal version is probably just around the corner if my lack 
of clothing is any indication. "Just having a little fun before | join the Twenty-Seven Club. Maybe get a few 


answers too, while I'm at it" 


"Twenty-Seven Club?" He chuckles. "Talk about a prestigious rank. I'd say you overestimate your musical 


prowess almost as much as your other talents." 

"How would you know? You haven't seen my other talents." 
"Wanna show me?" 

Walked right into that one, didn't |? 

"| prefer a little solo action if given the choice." 


"Interesting way to put it” 


"Well, since Innuendo seems to be the official language in this place." 

The mattress dips. 

"| wanted to make sure you got the message." 

"Loud and clear." 

Somehow | manage not to flinch as Junior's palm alights on the back of my neck. | fail spectacularly a second 
later when he brushes my ponytail aside and places something hard and ice cold on the scorched flesh. It's not 
until the shudder has subsided and goosebumps have risen in its wake that | realize how good it feels. 
Whatever he put on the burn mark, | mean. That and his other hand resting between my shoulder blades. Not 
gonna lie. 

"This the first time you've been caught?" he whispers. 


"You mean by a professional like you?" 


| can practically hear the grin stretching across his face. Either he's a sucker for flattery, this one, or he 


sees the trick for what it is. Or both. 

"By anyone." 

"Actually, it's the third" 

"Mmmm." He lifts the freezing object away (soda bottle by the feel of it) and leans down to examine the 
wound. | wonder if it's all an excuse to breathe on my bare skin To see whether | jerk instinctively away or lie 
there and take it. "I'd love to hear how you managed to maneuver your way out of those other two 
predicaments." 

"Is not as sexy as you'd think” 

Shit. | meant to say sleazy. Fucking Freudian slips. 

"Tell me anyway." 

‘Collateral damage," | explain. "I shot my way out." 


Junior chuckles again. It's a low, throaty sound. | can feel it in my spine.. 


"Who says that's not sexy?" 


among other places. 
"lts just a job. | make a point not to mix business with pleasure." 
“There's a first time for everything, as they say." 


Either its a hell of a coincidence or this warped fucker is reading my mind. First time for everything. The 


same adage | was repeating to myself right before he ambushed me. 

"How's that?" 

"Really need me to point out the obvious?" 

sites 

| brace myself for the hand on my back to slide lower. Down the crevice of my spine. Over the swell of my 
cheeks. Between my thighs, fingertips grazing my balls before they trail back up the crack of my ass to press 
against my hole. 

But no cigar, as the saying goes. 

Instead he gives my elbow a quick jerk, causing the cuffs to clang against the iron bedrail. 

"Cant very well shoot me while your hands are tied" 

"Good point," | concede. 

"Or do much of anything, for that matter. 


"So what exactly are you saying?" 


"That any escape attempts on your part are going to have to be particularly..resourceful Might have to 


rethink your stance on mixing business with pleasure.’ 

"Would it work?" 

"Never has before," Junior replies, "but like | said--" 

"--there's a first time for everything,” 

Another low chuckle, his breath tickling my nostrils this time. Orange soda That's what he's been drinking this 


whole time. The scent is here one moment and gone the next. Just like Junior's weight on the mattress beside 


me. He drops his ass back onto the couch. Flips through the pocket-sized journal I've been keeping case notes 


in, plucks out the photo of the mark | have paper clipped to the inside cover, and holds it up for my appraisal. 


"Much as I'd like to indulge in the opposite right now, the real reason | brought you here is to talk business. 


Your business with our mutual friend in the fancy bungalow. Care to explain your interest?" 

"As if | have any other choice." 

"You sound disappointed, Mr. Grohl." 

Not gonna lie. The fucker's picture should be in the dictionary next to ‘cock tease: 

"Is Grohl, asshole. Just Grohl. And don't flatter yourself" 

Junior grins like that cat from the storybook. The one who slowly fades into the darkness until all you see is 
his gleaming white teeth. Rather than getting pissed off at my retorts, he seems to be getting off on them. 
Interesting. Wonder if he's really as impervious as he pretends to be. Or is it impenetrable? Yeah. That sounds 
like a word he'd appreciate. 

"You wanna know why | was hired to kill him." 


"Among other things." 


| rise up onto my elbows, ignoring the renewed pounding in the back of my skull, and nod my head toward the 
mini fridge next to the couch. 


"Grab me one of those sodas and I'll tell you." 


To be continued. 


Alone + Easy Target 


The mark's name is William Goldsmith. His real name, that is. Ever since he absconded to California, he's been 
going by George Smith. (Speaking of unconvincing aliases. He looks even less like a George than | do a Johnny. | 
can't help but wonder in retrospect if this aroused my captor's suspicions the same way mine supposedly did.) 
Twenty four years old. Formerly the youngest partner at a Seattle outfit known as Sunny Day Real Estate. | 
say ‘known as' because they're actually a money laundering operation for one of the city's most lucrative 
cocaine distribution rings. Trust fund brat. Enjoyed slumming it in the seediest dives he could find as an excuse 
to show off his wealth. Apparently that included impressing his dates with free samples of the company's 
product. His partners warned him repeatedly about his reckless behavior. Goldsmith ignored those warnings. He 
was ultimately fired and urged to leave town, which he did, but only after embezzling the better part of a 


million dollars from Sunny Day's unofficial profits. 

That, of course, was where | came in. 

"Did they track him down or did you?" 

Junior. He was kind enough to free one hand from the cuffs so that | could enjoy my soda without him having 
to hold the bottle. In return, | told him all of the above--minus the name of my employers. Feigned ignorance. 
Claimed they conducted business under aliases of their own and refused to identify their company. | doubt that 
Junior believes it, but since he hasn't called me out, l'm just gonna keep rolling with it until he does. So far he 
seems content to sit back and listen. Probably assumed he'd have to shock it out of me. 

"They did," | explain. Which is true. | dabble in a little Pl. work now and then (because it's nice to have more 
than one legitimate cover), but my employers had already located Goldsmith in El Cerrito by the time they 
contacted me. "Don't ask me how. They didn't tell me and | didn't care. My job was just to follow him, learn his 
routine, and take him out once the opportunity presented itself” 

"So you really are from Seattle?" 

| nod, my lips otherwise occupied with the straw. 


"Origi nally?" 


| take my time savoring the cold orange sweetness before | swallow. Hits the spot, | have to admit. No wonder 


Junior seems to be addicted to this shit. 
"Nope. Virginia" 
He chuckles. 


"What's so funny?" 


"Nothing much. Just picturing you cruising across country in that Scooby van of yours and leaving a trail of 
bodies in your wake. Bit hard to imagine, thats all." 


"Okay, first of all, it was called the Mystery Machine, not the Scooby Van. At least get the reference right 


when you're trying to knock someone's ride." 

"So now youre the stickler for details?" Junior teases. 

"When we're talking about my favorite show, hell yes | am!" 

He obviously wasn't expecting the laughter or the grin that's broken across my face. | say ‘broken’ because 
that's what my skull feels like every time | move my jaw, but | can't help myself. And it's worth it. Worth 
every throb of pain to see that smirk twitch and those cold amber eyes widen and blink with confusion 
Fucker'd better up his game considerably if he wants to throw me off mine. 

"Well then. | stand corrected." 

My grin relaxes into a matching smirk as | take another pull off the soda 

"Second of all, it's not even my van. Not technically. Bogus title, bogus registration | tell my employers what 
kind of vehicle | need for the job and | junk the previous one as soon as the keys are in hand. Wouldn't make 
much sense to keep the same ride for every gig." 

"What about the rest?" 

"Rest of what?" 

The playful glint returns to his eyes. "All that equipment you're hauling around. You give your employers a 


shopping list for that too? ‘Yeah, I'll need a Gibson Firebird for this particular job. Vintage sunburst if they 


have it, ebony if not, and a custom hard shell case while you're at it." 
"Got me there." 

“Thought so." 

"Listen man, if you wanna talk guitars--" 

Junior puts up a hand. "Say no more." 


"--l'm game. Don't have to chain me to the bed just for that." 


"You're right." 

"Not complaining, but unless there's something more urgent you wanted to discuss--" 

"There is." He strolls over, eyes on the soda bottle, and | manage to gurgle its remains just in time before the 
straw is plucked from my mouth. "| appreciate you keeping me on track Most guys in your position would try 
to stall me as long as possible." 

"I think we both know l'm not most guys." 

Its unmistakable this time. The look in Junior's eyes. Appreciation. Maybe even admiration, though | hate to 
sound conceited. | let my gaze dart lower to see if | can add desire to that list. That's when he backhands me 
across the face. My vision erupts into a kaleidoscope of red neon, iron rails, and electric stars. By the time the 
dizziness subsides, l'm flat on my back with my free hand cuffed once again above my head. 

"Open your mouth," he instructs. 

Naturally, | do the opposite. Sometimes common sense really is the best way to go. Especially since | can't see 
from this angle what Junior intends to put in there. Best case scenario, it's his cock. I'll feign resistance and let 
him prod my lips with the head a few times before | relent. Can't be looking too eager here. Worst case 
scenario, it's a gun. Wouldn't be the first time someone tried to make me suck one of those, but it æ the first 
time that l'm unable to draw my own and simply blow that someone's brains out instead. 

That's when | hear the telltale rattle of a pill bottle. 

Aha. Second-worst case scenario it is. 

"| said, open your fucking mouth." 


Sorry, man No can do. If you really want to make me your Number Twenty, you gotta work for it. 


"Okay then" A thumb and forefinger descend on my face from above. | part my lips as they clamp my nostrils 
shut, teeth locked firmly together in a defiant grin. "All the way, Grohl. As if that wasn't obvious." 


"Huh-uh." 

"Glutton for punishment, are you?" 

My only response is to widen the grin. 

"| respect that. But even you won't like what happens if | have to ask a third time." 


I'm starting to think the fucker is all talk until he rolls my hip to one side and presses something cold and 


sharp against my right buttock. It isn't until a second later--after the pain has thundered through my body 
and the convulsions loosened my jaw enough for Junior to shove the pill into my mouth--that | realize what 
that cold, sharp something really was. And want to kick myself in my newly electrocuted ass for forgetting 


about my captor's weapon of choice. 


"Now," he says patiently as he sets the stun gun on the bedside table, "do you want a sip of my soda or can 
you chew that up yourself?" 


| try to spit the tablet in his face only to find that its already half dissolved onto my tongue. 

Junior holds up the bottle at last. Aspirin The real stuff. Its freshly torn safety seal glints in the neon light. 
"Did you really think I'd feed you barbiturates before | got the rest of the information?" 

"What information?" 

He retrieves his soda and lifts my head so | can drink. | can't help but wonder if his one-man spin on the good 
cop/bad cop routine is a tactic he employs with all his captives or if I'm special in that regard. Then | wonder 
why the fuck | even care. 

"Oh, for starters, what you intended to do with our mutual friend after he swallowed your little party drugs." 
"Why do you keep calling him our mutual friend?" 

Junior chuckles. "I can call him Mister Goldsmith if you prefer." 

‘No, | mean, is he seriously your friend? Is that why you saved his life?" 

‘Is that what you think I'm doing? Saving his life?" 

The fuck? 

"You tell me." 

"Answer my original question, and | might." 


| know | shouldn't be playing into his hands so easily, but | can't resist. Just like that old saying. Curiosity killed 


the cat. Guess this makes me a pussy in more ways than one. 


"Snap a photo. Wipe my prints. Leave him right where he is and take off. Get a decent ways out of town 
before | call “Il from a pay phone. Tell them the guy OD'ed, refuse to give my name, and hang up." 


Junior mulls it over for a few seconds before he nods. "Solid plan. Except for one minor problem." 


"What's that?" 

"Actually, it's a not-so-minor problem. And there's more than one’ 
| roll my eyes. "Come on, dude. What is it?" 

"Mustaine" 

"What about him?" 


"Well, I'm sure you're aware that Dave has grown quite fond of ‘George, as he calls himself. Took him home 


last night. Unknowingly granted him a stay of execution if | read your notes correctly." 

"Yep. Had to change my plans. But what about him?" 

"Apparently he can't get enough of the kid," Junior explains. "Couldn't stop talking about him this morning. How 
tight his ass is. How he practically sucked the head right off his cock Et cetera, et cetera. Now, Dave's one of 
the smartest motherfuckers you'll ever meet, but he's always had this unfortunate tendency to let a good lay 
cloud his judgment. That's one of the reasons he keeps me around." 

"You two are--2" 

"Hell no." Another chuckle. "It's like that old saying.’ 

"Don't mix business with pleasure?" 

"Don't shit where you eat." 


"Would've been my next guess." 


"So anyway. I'm sure you also know that Dave's got a steady girlfriend. Pam. His favorite dancer over at 


Elysian Fields." 

"Yeah, | know. He introduced us last week. Tried to hook me up with some other chick he brought with him" 
"That would be Diana" 

"Right" 

"At any rate, Pam was headlining at the club tonight and Dave promised he'd be there. That's why he wasn't 


at the bar. That's how you were able to work your charms on Goldsmith and score yourself an invitation to 


that fancy bungalow. But what neither of you knew--or maybe what Goldsmith neglected to mention--is that 


Dave was going to fake sick and bug out of Elysian Fields early. Any guesses where he planned to go after 
that?" 


"Goldsmith's house." 

"Bingo!" 

| don't know what to say. It's the second time in one night that Junior has revealed the flaws in my 
surveillance. The holes in my strategy. Oversights that could, and have, blown my plan all to hell. | knew this 
fucking job seemed too easy. 

Or maybe its not the job.. 

"Don't beat yourself up," he says, reading my mind once again (or at least the expression on my face). l'm 
tempted to make a crack about him doing that for me but can't seem to muster the snark. Not while my mind 
is back at my original destination | can see it clear as day now. Goldsmith dead on the floor. Me snapping a 
Polaroid as proof right as Mustaine walks in. That, or Mustaine walking in right after Goldsmith swallows the 
phony Ecstasy. Me having to make a run before Goldsmith keels over and Mustaine puts two and two together. 
Or kill him as well. 

Fuck. 

"So it's Mustaine's life you were trying to save." 


Junior grins. 


"And yours.” 


To be continued. 


Big Me 
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"My life?" | force myself to speak, because lying there in wordless disbelief would seriously cramp my style. 
"Did | hear that right? You knocked me out, chained me up, threatened to poison me, and shocked my ass with 
a stun gun because you want to save my life?" 


My captor chuckles again. "Does sound counterintuitive when you put it like that.” 


"No shit, dude. | dig that old-fashioned politeness isn't your thing and all, but wouldn't it have been a lot easier 


just to pull me aside and explain.what | assume you're about to explain?" 
"Where would the fun be in that?" 


| have all kinds of smartass (but completely legitimate) responses | could fire back with but settle instead for 


an arched eyebrow. 


‘It's a fair question," Junior concedes, "and the answer is no. That would only have complicated the situation 


even more." 


| laugh out loud in spite of the stun gun sitting mere inches from my head. Sometimes shit is just too hilarious 


to do anything else. 


"In what fucked-up universe is kidnapping a guy and cuffing him naked to a bed the easiest option available to 


you?" 

‘Same universe where playing full length guitar sets for three straight weeks just so you can seduce one of 
the patrons and trick him into taking barbiturates disguised as Ecstasy disguised as aspirin is the easiest 
option available to you." 

Well. Guess he showed me. 


"Why am | naked, by the way?" 


Junior gives me a look like he's been waiting for me to ask that question since | woke up. "Really want to 


know?" 


Again. So many priceless potential responses. | swear he's locked on to my natural weakness for sarcasm and is 
tossing out taunts like chum for a shark just so he can lean in and harpoon me. Or electrocute me, rather, but 
right now | can't think of a better analogy. 

Instead | just shrug. "Seems like a reasonable question" 

"You pissed your pants from the voltage." 

And that's a surprisingly reasonable answer. A surprisingly disappointing one too. 

"Would you rather | left them on so you could marinate?" he adds. 

‘Course not. I'd hate to ruin this pristine mattress with the stench of bodily fluids." 

Junior pats my flank. "| was afraid I'd shocked the humor right out of you." 

"Id take a lobotomy to do that" 

"Noted!" 

"Wasn't a suggestion" 

"Still" The smirk returns. "Always good to know a man's breaking point." 

Okay. | think I'm starting to get this guy. He wants to prove that he's the one in charge here. (Wherever 
"here" is. Can't tell for sure, but there's a musty old building smell to the air that makes me suspect we're 
somewhere above Vic's Tavern) He wants me to think that he has the upper hand. That he's the one to be 
feared and respected despite being outranked within his own organization and out-killed by his own captive. And 
I'm not saying he's wrong. l'm the one trespassing on his territory. | don't know what interests he's protecting 
or exactly how far he'll go. | have no doubt that Junior is every bit as dangerous and depraved as his threats 
would suggest, so it's not just out of politeness--or the temptation to stroke his ego and see what he'll stroke 
in return--that | decide it best to play right along with this little game of his. 


At least until | know whether | stand a chance of winning. 


"Exactly how much do you know about Dave Mustaine?" he asks, settling his ass onto the mattress beside me 
and using my sternum as a drink coaster. "Besides what | told you about him and Goldsmith just now?" 


“That he's thirty-four years old and single. That he's equal opportunity when it comes to sex. That he owns a 
bar and co-owns a strip club. That he's highly respected within the community despite the fact that he, well, 


co-owns a strip club." 


"And why do you think that is?" 


"Why he's highly respected?" 

Junior lowers his lips to the straw and nods. 

"If | had to guess, I'd say it has something to do with the strip club itself. That the dancers do more than just 
dance. Usually the case in places like that. Maybe Dave has them do special favors for influential people. Maybe 
those people are genuinely grateful, or maybe they know he's in the perfect position to blackmail them and 
prefer to stay on his good side. Maybe both." 


Seriously?" Junior laughs. " Thats your best guess?" 


"| could be wrong. Maybe he helps old ladies cross the street and delivers presents to orphans on Christmas. 


Sometimes people surprise you." 
"Indeed they do." 
"So am | hot or cold?" 


"About the old ladies and orphans? Ice cold. Though l'm tempted to pass those suggestions along to Dave just 


to see the look on his face." 
"About the strip club." 


My captor shrugs. "Honestly, your guess is as good as mine. I'm not affiliated with that particular branch of 


Dave's business endeavors." 
"Then why the fuck did you ask me?" 
Only then does it become obvious. 


"Because | wanted to know just how much reconnaissance you did before you decided to move on your target. 


If you had any idea what kind of extracurricular activities--" 

"Drugs." 

"--and the levels of security involved in protecting those activities--" 

‘It's drugs, isn't it? What else could it be?" 

Junior puts up a shushing hand before | can jokingly suggest counterfeit money or fake designer merchandise 


or the illegal import of exotic animals. Of course it's drugs. Maybe a little prostitution as well. Ninety-nine 


percent of the time when legitimate business owners are involved in sleazy dealings on the side, it's one of the 


two. Or both. Mustaine does have that ambitious look about him. 
"Doesn't matter." 
Yep. Definitely drugs. 


"The specifics aren't important," he continues. "My point is that you're woefully uninformed and unprepared for 
the people you're actually dealing with--" 


"No shit, Sherlock." 
"--and it damn near cost you your life this evening." 
"You fishing for a thank you?" 


Junior puts the soda aside and leans down, crossing his arms over my bare chest and planting his chin mere 
inches from my own. His eyes shimmer like polished amber. 


"Now that you mention it” 


Fuck. Is he waiting for me to kiss him? Lift my head just a little further and plant one on those sodacslicked 
lips of his? Or is he hoping I'll lean back, open wide, and let him slide his dick down my throat? 


| swallow hard. To Junior it probably looks like fear. In reality, it's because l'm salivating. 


"Just kidding," he says, chuckling as my head thumps the mattress in frustration. "No need to say it. Your 
cooperation so far has been thanks enough." 


Fuck me. | never thought to use cock teasing as a form of torture. Probably because | didn't realize just how 


effective it is. 


"Okay, so Mustaine. He's a dangerous dude. Wouldn't take too kindly to someone offing his new boyfriend. You 
guys are buds, so you wouldn't take too kindly to someone offing him. Does that about sum things up?" 


"Partly." 

"Am | leaving something out?" 

"Not something. Someone." 

| close my eyes so | can roll them without risking another shock "Who exactly?" 


"That gentleman you've been sitting next to between sets." 


Oh yeah. The sourpuss from the bar. Early thirties. Dirty-blond hair, sideburns, goatee. Haunted blue eyes like 
you'd see in a war movie. Hunched shoulders. Perpetual scowl. Starts the evening with Heineken and finishes 
with Wild Turkey, pausing only to take a piss when needed and occasionally pull a woman's photo out of his 
wallet. Grits his formidable looking teeth if he catches you trying to steal a glance as well. Communicates 
mostly in grunts. Only reason | parked myself beside him every time | took a break is because there's always 
an open seat. Apparently everyone else is afraid the bug in his ass will crawl out and fly up theirs. 

"Who is he?" 

"James Hetfield." 

"Am | supposed to know that name?" 


"You would if you'd actually done your homework." 


Jesus. Homework. Extracurricular activities. What is it with Junior and his references to school? | know I've got 


a baby face and all, but does he seriously think l'm twelve years old? 
"Educate me, then." 
"Detective James Hetfield. El Cerrito Police Department." 


There's that clenchy feeling in my gut again. That close call feeling. That dodged bullet feeling. Not pleasant, like 


relief, but bitter like embarrassment. Humiliation, even. 

"You're shitting me. Fucker's a cop?" 

How did | miss that particular detail? 

"Hard to believe, | know. But don't let the brooding alcoholic routine fool you--Hetfield is one observant son of a 
bitch. Even when he's loaded. Knows the names and faces of the regulars by heart. Keeps track of their 
comings and goings. Pays particular attention whenever anyone new starts hanging around the bar. See where 
I'm going with this?" 

"He had eyes on Goldsmith." 


"And on you." 


"So what?" | reply--even though there's no sense in trying to play it off. "Even if he caught the case, it would 


look like an accidental overdose. Or a suicide. That was the plan all along." 


"Obviously." 


"So what's the problem?" 


Junior sits up again Thank fuck, because it was getting increasingly hard to concentrate on the conversation 
with his cat eyes boring into mine and his poison-sweet breath wafting into my nostrils. Emphasis on hard 


"The problem is, Het and Mustaine have been friends since high school. Nothing happens around here without 
one telling the other. | can guarantee that the good detective saw Goldsmith slip you his address because | was 
watching him watching the two of you. | can also guarantee that he would have mentioned that little detail to 
Mustaine long before he noted it in any official report--/f he noted it in any official report. Chances are he 
would leave it out entirely. Let you remain the ‘unidentified male subject on the Goldsmith's security footage 


and rule the death accidental. Less complicated that way once Mustaine caught up with you." 


"Hold on," | interrupt. "First you act like you were trying to protect Mustaine from me. Now suddenly it's the 


other way around. Make up your fuckin’ mind already." 

Junior's canines glint red as he grins. "Oh, | have. Believe me." 

"So which is it?" 

"Both. Just depends on the timing. If you killed Mustaine, you'd have me AND Hetfield to reckon with. I'm sure 
you've realized by now that he doesn't exactly stick to police procedure in matters involving his best friend. If 
all you did was kill Goldsmith--" 

"| would be dead either way.’ 


"Exactly." 


Confidence trickles back into my bloodstream at last. That, or it's a sugar rush from Junior's soda. Either way 
| have to force back the smirk tugging at my lips. 


"How would you find me?" 
"You obviously overestimate your escape prowess." 
"And you obviously overestimate your tracking prowess." 


When that doesn't earn me a shock to the ass (or the nuts, rather, because my captor doesn't strike me as 


the repetitive type), | press on. Maybe l'm a glutton for punishment after all. 
"Come on, Junior. Admit it" 


"Admit what?" he asks innocently. 


"That you're bluffing. | can smell bullshit a mile away." 

"Funny... he traces a calloused fingertip over my Adam's apple and around the hollow of my throat, ".you didn't 
smell me until | already had the prongs of that stun gun buried in this sweet little neck of yours. Maybe you 
should rely on something besides your olfactory senses when it comes to protecting your life." 

"Okay, then call it instinct” 

"That didn't do you much good either." 

Fuck. He has me and he knows it. | feel my momentary confidence dissolve as something else seeps into my 
mind instead. The lyrics of that old Kenny Rogers song that was playing on the jukebox when | first walked into 
Vic's Tavern to ask for a job. You've got fo know when to hold ‘em, know when to fold ‘em.. 

"Still say you're bluffing.” 

Know when to walk away.. 

Junior shakes his head in mock remorse. 

"fraid not." 

„and know when fo run. 

Not that there's any chance of the latter two while I'm chained to this bed. Right now it's hold ‘em or fold 
‘em, and | have no way of knowing what either move would entail. All| know is that Junior has the dealer's 
advantage. Suppose my best bet is to let him keep throwing out the cards. Keep playing just for the hell of it. 
"Prove it. Tell me how exactly you'd track me down" 

"Why? It's a moot point now." 

"Humor me." 

He chews the end of the straw for a moment like he's actually considering it. But | know better. | may be a 
rank amateur compared to my captor, but | can still spot an obvious bluff when | see one. Just like the saying 
goes. Can't bullshit a bullshitter. 


"Sorry, Grohl. Wish | could. Trade secrets and all that.” 


"Then I'll take ‘em to the grave. Literally." 


"No can do." 

"What's wrong?" | tease. "Don't even trust a dead man?" 

"Who says you're a dead man?" 

It's like those scenes in the movies where everything freezes to a halt with the sound of a needle dragging 
across a vinyl record. All! can do is blink dumbly as | realize what Junior just said. Or rather, how he said it. 
Gone is the playfulness from his voice. The nonchalance is still there, that breezy mock friendliness that so far 
has accompanied jokes and threats alike, but he's serious this time. Dead serious, if you'll pardon the pun. And | 
don't have a fucking clue how to respond except to say "you did" in a small voice that immediately betrays my 
confusion. 

"No | didn't" 

"Yeah. You did. Just now, when we were talking about Hetfield and Mustaine." 


"| was speaking in hypotheticals," he explains. "Like | said, it's all a moot point anyway. | saved your life, 


remember?" 

"Only to save Mustaine's." 

"Not true." 

What in the actual fuck? 

"And to get information on Goldsmith, which | gave you. Why keep me alive now?" 

Junior puckers his lips around the straw and drains the contents of the bottle in one long, slow pull. It reminds 
me of a mosquito sucking blood, the way the disappearing liquid glows crimson in the neon light. Or maybe a 
vampire. Yeah. More like a vampire. Mosquitos don't look their prey in the eyes the way Junior is looking at me 
as he drinks. They don't sigh in satisfaction as they pull away or lick their lips to make sure they haven't 
wasted a drop. They sure as hell don't lean down, grasp you by the back of the skull, and draw your face 
toward theirs as if that first swallow was merely an appetizer and they're about suck the main course 
straight from your jugular. 


To my chagrin, Junior's mouth veers away from my neck and hovers just shy of my earlobe instead. 


"Because | have a proposition for you." 


To be continued. 


Watershed 
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"A proposition?" 

No way. Can't be what it sounds like, regardless of Junior's choice of words or the way he purrs them directly 
into my ear. Even my dick knows better. It refuses to rise to attention despite the tingle of excitement that 
races through my balls every time he exhales on my bare skin 

"That's what | said." 

Just another tease. Another dangled morsel that will inevitably be pulled away with a chuckle as soon as | 
reach out. At first | was happy to play along with this little game in hopes that my captor would send me off 
with a figurative bang before the literal one (lve seen the gun tucked in the back of his shorts), but now the 
stakes have changed. The timer has been reset. And I'm starting to get bored. 

"Can it wait?" 

| want to see how much fun | can have-- 

"For what?" Junior asks, pulling back in obvious surprise. 

--before he makes good on the unspoken threats. 

"Is there a bathroom in this joint?" 

His grip loosens from my neck 


"Why? You gotta take a leak?" 


| can feel a smirk tugging at the corners of my mouth. | let my lips curl ever so slightly. Enough to look 
playful without spoiling the game. 


"That, and a shower might be rice." 


"Funny, Grohl.” 


"Maybe even a shave." 

| doubt you could grow a beard if you wanted to." 

"So.that's a no on the shave?" 

Junior gives an unamused huff, but the twinkle in his eyes betrays him once again 


"That's a no on the stall tactic." 


"Bladders don't have ulterior motives, dude. It's either the toilet or this mattress unless you happen to have a 
bedpan handy. This place doesn't look like a hospital to me." 


His gaze moves to the empty soda bottle, then to my crotch, then back to the bottle. He's either wondering 
how the soda went through me so quickly or contemplating whether my cock will fit inside. Nice to know l'm 
not the only one unprepared for tonight's complications. 

"All right” He pulls a small silver key from his pocket with one hand and draws the gun with the other. It's a 
44 by the looks of it. Big sucker. Intimidating, if | were capable of such a reaction I'm sorely tempted to make 
a quip about overcompensation but would rather not catch a bullet in the kneecap for my trouble. "I'll take you 
to the toilet on one condition" 

"You get to hold my dick while | pee?" 

The cold grin reappears. 

“Trust me. You wouldn't enjoy that as much as you think you would” 

"Sounds like a challenge." 

"Or | could leave you right here. Fold up your jeans and let you piss on those again." 

"And if | promise to behave myself, what's the condition?" 

"The handcuffs stay on” 

| lick my lips before | can stop myself. 

"So you ARE gonna hold my dick" 


"You wish." 


Guilty as charged. 


"What, then? l'm gonna be cuffed to you?" 

"Bingo." 

Aw, yes. Even better. 

"Fine." | do my best to plaster a look of resignation on my face. "Let's go." 

Contrary to how it might sound, | don't actually have any intentions of trying to escape. No chance anyway. 
Too many locks on that door. I'd be doing a swiss cheese impression on the floor before | even got the chain 


undone. | just want to stretch my legs. Have a look around. See how Junior handles himself with a prisoner who 


isn't chained helplessly to a bed. 


As predicted, he goes for intimidation overkill yet again Pushes the muzzle of the gun into the soft flesh 
beneath my chin. Tells me to put my arms by my sides as soon as he unlocks the cuffs. Presses the pistol 
even harder against my throat as | comply, then instructs me a moment later to lock the empty cuff around 
his wrist. Nods approvingly as it clicks into place. The 44 doesn't move a millimeter as he wraps his chained 
hand around mine and hoists me from the mattress with surprising strength. My circulation-starved legs 


wobble from the sudden weight, which earns me a chuckle. 
"Gonna make it, or do | have to carry you again?" 


Again That means he must have hoisted me over his shoulder at least once while | was unconscious. Pretty 


impressive for such a slender little fucker. Remind me to ask how he trained for that kind of heavy lifting, 
"Not unless you want fo." 

"I'd rather you used your legs like a big boy" 

No biting back the grin after that one. 

"If Im a big boy, how come you're still holding my hand?" 

To his credit, Junior doesn't glance down before he releases my palm. Nor does he whip me with the pistol. 
Instead he merely yanks my chained arm behind my back (here comes that pain I'd forgotten about) and 
shoves the gun against the scorch mark at the base of my skull 

"Walk, shithead" 

So | do. Straight toward a dingy door in the opposite corner of the room. Behind it is a tiny roach motel of a 


bathroom. Literally. One scurries down the sink drain as | snap on the light, while another wiggles its antennae 


in greeting from atop the toilet tank. The plumbing and fixtures look about a hundred years old. Wouldn't 


surprise me if they used the grime-caked clawfoot to make actual bathtub gin back in the day. Or was it 
bathtub whiskey? Whichever. | remember reading somewhere that a lot of these old buildings had secret 
passageways and hidden rooms where patrons could hide if the cops raided the joint. That would account for 
the lack of windows--though obviously the soundproofing was installed later for entirely different reasons-- 
and Junior's nickname for the place. The Speakeasy. My thoughts flash to the black and white photographs 
hanging in the corner of Mustaine's bar. Barrels of whiskey being tipped into the sewer. Flapper babes raising 
champagne glasses. Guys in old-timey fedoras holding up newspaper headlines celebrating the repeal of 


Prohibition. | was right. We're somewhere above Vic's Tavern for sure. 


"Just out of curiosity," | say as Junior steers me over to the toilet, "how many of your nineteen kills took 


their last piss right where l'm standing?" 

"What's it to you?" 

‘Like | said. Curiosity. Not every day | get to pick the brain of a fellow murderer.” 

"Are you gonna relieve yourself the old fashioned way or do | need to get the stun gun?" 


"No, no. | said I'd behave myself, and a promise is a promise." | let out a contented sigh as the stream hits the 


murky water. "I just..this feels like a historic moment, y'know?" 

The gun barrel withdraws from my neck for the briefest of moments, almost like Junior forgot it was there. 
Then just as quickly its pushed back into place. His fingers tighten around my wrist, forcing the cold steel of 
the handcuffs into the small of my back. 

"You sound a bit starstruck there, Grohl." 

"Maybe | am. Never met anyone with a double-digit body count before." 

"Besides yourself, you mean?" 

His chin is on my shoulder now, breath hot on my collarbone. 


"Exactly." 


Looking down the length of my body. Probably wondering if l'm hiding a boner in my fist. Which | fucking will be 


in a second if he doesn't back off. 
"Be honest with me," he whispers. 
Fuck. There it is. Instant half-chub, just from the tingle of Junior's vocal cords against my skin. 


"Been honest since | got here," | whisper back. 


‘| mean about fhis" He slides the muzzle of the 44 away from my spine and up the side of my neck. Slowly, 
deliberately, raising goosebumps in its wake until it comes to rest beneath my jaw. "Are you really as excited 
as you look right now, or is it all an act?" 

"Define excited." 

The barrel presses into my jugular. "You know what | mean" 

"And | think you already know the answer." 

Junior's lips part into a grin From my response or from the unmistakably swollen cockhead peeking from my 
fingers, its impossible to tell. All | know is that the scrape of his teeth against one side of my throat and the 
weight of metal against the other is making it hard to focus. Draining the blood from my brain as surely as 
pulling the trigger would. 

"Yeah," he purrs. "I think | do." 

"So what about my original question?" 

"How many of my nineteen spent their last hours in this room?" 

| nod. As best | can, anyway. 

"III tell you, if you answer a question for me." 

"Shoot." 

Junior chuckles. "Interesting choice of words." 

‘| mean, go ahead. Ask away. 

"How many of your twenty-seven did you fuck before you killed them?" 

Every possible response rushes upward at once, bottlenecking in my throat so that none of them can escape 
and I'm left there, open mouthed and silent, still clutching my dick, as Junior's question echoes in my mind. 
Whats it fo you, | could parrot back. Define fuck, | could say. Or | could blurt out the actual number. But | 
can't seem to get past the paralyzing curiosity of WHY exactly he's asking. Is he trying to one-up my question, 
or play some little quid pro quo power game, or does he genuinely want to know? And if it's the last one-- 


"What's wrong?" he teases. "Cat got your tongue.” 


"Nope. Just wondering why you think | fucked any of them." 


"So then the answer is zero?" 
"You really think I'm amateur enough to leave my own bodily fluids at a crime scene?" 


Another low chuckle against my bare skin. Another drop of pre-cum. Another telltale ripple in the toilet bowl 


as it escapes. 

"Well, you are leaving them all over mine." 
| should've just pled the fifth. 

"You wanna know the answer or not?" 


"Course | do. And l'm just messing with you. | know you'd take the necessary precautions. So let me ask you 


again--" 
"Two." 


The cold steel slides abruptly away from my skin once again. Apparently the way to throw Junior off guard is 
to tell the truth when he's expecting you to lie. Good to know. 


"Only two?" 
"Only two." And before he can follow up with the obvious questions, | add, "One was a chick and one was a dude. 
The chick refused to take the Ecstasy until we were already having sex. The dude..well, | just couldn't help 


myself. He was just too fuckin’ beautifull” 


"Man," Junior says in a voice that sounds genuinely impressed. "You didn't strike me as the giving-in type. Not 


under those circumstances, at least” 
"Figured you'd appreciate that! 

"How so?" 

"Because you strike me as the fuck ‘em before they die, just for the hell of it type. Am I right?" 
"That's not the question | agreed to answer" 

So he claims. But the bulge pressing against my ass cheek specks volumes. 


"Fair enough. So how many of yours were guests of the Speakeasy?" 


“All but four," Junior replies. "None of them worth elaborating on" 

"Chop up any bodies in that bathtub right there?" 

| can practically hear his eyes roll. 

"You wanna keep playing kill-and-tell, or you wanna hear my proposition?" 

"Can't we do both?" 

My answer is a twist of the handcuff that sends a spike of pain up my arm. I'm marched out of the 
bathroom and over to the bed. | damn near forget what we were talking about as Junior spins me around, 
shoves me onto my back, and straddles my hips. He's sitting on my crotch. Fully-clothed, but still. | assume it 
was unintentional and wait for him to scoot forward or back to make himself more comfortable. Instead, he 
splays his thighs even wider so that my cock nestles perfectly between his cheeks. His impossibly firm cheeks. 


"| swear to fuck, Ellefson. If this isn't what it looks like--" 


| want to help you kill Goldsmith." 


To be continued. 


For All The Cows 


For a couple very long, embarrassingly slack-jawed seconds, | actually forget that | have a boner and that it's 
but a thin layer of fabric away from Junior's asshole. Only one thing could possibly distract me--and he just 
said it word for word. 

"Are you fucking serious?" | finally blurt. 

"Hey, much as | love seeing that look on your face--" 

"You want Goldsmith dead?" 

Junior gives me that feline smirk again. 

"That is what the word ‘kill generally refers to, yes.” 

"And you want to help me do it?" 

"That's what | said." 


"But why?" 


"Not doubting your abilities here, Grohl. | know you could do it yourself. | was just trying to spare you the 


very unpleasant and ultimately lethal consequences of going that route." 
"No. mean, | get that, and | appreciate the concern and all, but..back to my original question” 
"Am | serious?" 


| literally grunt in frustration this time. Then, since | clearly haven't embarrassed myself enough, | thump my 
skull against the mattress and wince at the starburst of pain. 


"Sorry" My captor chuckles. "Couldn't help myself. You're cute when you short circuit like that." 
"Guess that explains your weapon of choice." 

Snark recovered. Likewise, my composure. Junior pats my belly appreciatively. 

"Why do | want Goldsmith dead?" 


"Yeah. Thought you were worried about what your boss would do if someone offed his boy toy." 


Junior nods. "That was all about the time and the place and the circumstances, though. Like | said Wasn't 
Goldsmith's life | was trying to save." 


"So what's your beef with the guy?" 

"Same as your employer's.’ 

"Goldsmith embezzled money from your organization too?" 

‘Of course not, smartass. But he could. Obviously he has the capabilities and the experience." 

"Is all this suspicion because of what | told you, or do you know something | don't?" 

"I know plenty of things you don't” 

This time | swim right around the bait, and Junior opts not to keep fishing. 

| knew something was off about that kid the minute | saw him," he continues. "Lamborghini, Rolex watch, 
designer clothes..even his fucking haircut must've cost a couple hundred. Came strolling into the bar with a 
shit-eating grin and his sunglasses on like he's Tom Cruise. What kind of rich brat chooses Vic's Tavern as his 
new hangout?" 


"That's Goldsmith's MO. Pick the grimiest dive in town and immediately flash cash." 


"Let me rephrase that. What kind of rich brat chooses a bar that just happens to be run by the biggest 
cocaine distributer this side of the Bay?" 


"Hal | KNEW it was drugs!" 

"And | trust that piece of information will stay in this room." 
"Natch." 

"Along with everything else." 

| put my free hand to my lips and twist the imaginary key. 


"Needless to say, I'm sure you can see why the red flags went up in my mind. Especially after something else 


went up on Mustaine." 
"You think Goldsmith zeroed in on this place because of the coke?" 


"Ah" Junior's eyebrows go up. "I see you figured out where we are." 


Whoops. 

"Lucky guess,” | fib. 

"Guess we can forego the blindfold when it's time to leave." 

"ll still wear it for fun, if you'd like." 

There's that wicked grin again. There's that tingle in my balls again. 

There's that hand reaching for the stun gun again. 

"Sorry," | add with a wink. "Couldn't help myself 

Junior gives no hint that he even recognizes the borrowed apology. 

"To answer your question, maybe. And that's what worries me. See, Dave makes a point not to do anything but 
legitimate business out of this bar. Makes his dealers swear on their families’ lives not to even mention the 
bar or strip club to their customers, let alone sell out of them. So far they've all made good on the promise. 
But if someone were to come along and offer a few extra Benjamins on top of the street price--" 

"--for the name of your head honcho--" 

| think the term you're looking for is kingpin, but yes. Exactly." 


"Or maybe your organization has a Goldsmith of its own" 


"Let's hope not," Junior says with a look in his eyes that would freeze the blood of any other man, regardless 
of crotch contact. "Might be one big coincidence. Might be a legitimate concern. Hard to say just yet." 


"What does your gut tell you?" 
"My gut doesn't need to tell me anything. You've already told me everything | need to know." 
"You want Goldsmith gone before he jeopardizes your organization’ 


"He's already jeopardized our organization. He did that the second he showed up in El Cerrito. | want him gone 


before he does any actual damage." 


Makes sense. Makes perfect sense, in fact. Junior's suspicions have just been confirmed and so has the 


appropriate course of action What doesn't make sense is why he wants this to be a team effort. 


Or why he finds it necessary to discuss serious business in the most distracting way possible. 

"Okay," | begin, trying my damnedest to ignore the near-atomic level of heat in my groin and focus on the 
discussion at hand. If for no other reason than to get that out of the way so we can address the former. 
"Pretty sure | know the answer to this question, but I'll ask anyway. Why not call Mustaine and tell him what | 
just told you." 


"Besides the fact that he's balls-deep in our mutual friend as we speak and therefore not in a position to 


answer his phone?" 
“Besides that." 
"l'm afraid he'd kill the messenger.” 


"But isn't that your job, to keep him safe from any threats to the--" | catch myself as Junior's smirk 


reappears, "--oh. Right. You weren't referring to yourself." 


Its for your own good, Grohl. | don't want to have to dig your grave just because you rained on Mustaine's 


little love parade." 
"You dig graves too?" 


"Figuratively speaking. Usually | have one of my associates do that. Although | make a point to lift weights 
every day in case they're busy and | have to hoist that shovel myself." 


Here | am, salivating again. Here | am swallowing it back as subtly as possible even as my stiffening cock 


betrays me anyway. 

‘Guess that explains how you keep from getting fat from all that sugar you guzzle." 

"Also explains how | carried you up those stairs." He flashes me a grin. "Since | know you were wondering.’ 
"Am | supposed to be impressed? | mean, look at me. I'm not exactly a linebacker." 

"Dead weight is dead weight, Grohl." 


Fuck. There's something about the way he emphasizes the word dead that goes straight to my balls, whether 
he's sitting on them or not. 


"Speaking of, | should stun your scrawny ass just for getting me off track again 


l'm tempted as hell to point out the irony of accusing me of distraction while straddling my naked body, but | 
suspect Junior would punish me simply by getting up. 


"My bad," | say instead. "So if telling Mustaine is out, how are you gonna explain Goldsmith's disappearance once 


the deed is done?" 

"Never said | wouldn't tell Mustaine. Its just a matter of how. There's also your employer to consider." 
"What about them?" 

"They want photographic proof of death, right?" 

"Right." 

"Provided by you." 

"Right again." 

"By a certain deadline." 

"Dude. You want me to say ‘right a third time? | already told you all that shit" 

"Think about it, Grohl. What happens if you don't make that deadline because you're..well, dead?" 
"They'll come down here looking for me." 


"Exactly!" Junior throws his arms wide, my cuffed hand yanked upward as if | were a puppet. "Which is no skin 
off your cadaver, of course, but where would be the first place they'd look?" 


| shrug. "Goldsmith's house?" 
"Second place they'd look?" 
"Vic's Tavern" 


Rather than shout Bingo! again like a deranged game show host, he responds with a cold-eyed nod and leans 


back down. 

"So you can see why its better for both of us that your employers receive those photos before the deadline.” 
"Obviously." 

"Last thing this organization needs is some big-shot Seattle cartel showing up on our territory." 


"Right. | get it. Hence the term obviously" 


Junior chuckles. "See, you did say ‘right a third time." 

"Now who's getting who off track?" 

"Got me there. You want another soda?" 

"Not particularly." 

"Too bad. I'm thirsty.’ 

Rather than go through that whole song and dance with the gun again, Junior opts to jump up and literally 
drag me off the mattress, holding my hand like an overexcited child as we cross the room. Which might be 
funny--even endearing--if not for my cock bouncing along after him like an abandoned puppy. Also the whole 
cold blooded psycho thing, but yeah. Apparently this fucker is gonna blue ball me every chance he gets. At 
least | might get to see his junk for a change when he inevitably offloads all these sodas. Assuming he doesn't 
cuff me back to the bed and go to the bathroom by himself. 

Then he opens the mini fridge and my frustrations are immediately forgotten 

"Holy shit! Is that a beer?" 

"Looks like." 

"And a fucking bottle of wine? | thought you said you didn't drink" 

"| don't." He pops the cap on a soda and plunks in a straw. "Mustaine does. Sure you don't want a soda?" 
"When there are adult beverages staring me right in the face? Are you kidding, dude?" 

It's all | can do not to pout as the fridge door closes again. 


"Not mine to offer." 


"Aww, come on. You're the manager of this bar. Surely you can restock the fuckin’ inventory without your 
boss finding out." 


‘It's a matter of principle." 
"Bor-ring!" 


Junior snorts. "Really want a beer that badly?" 


‘I'd just about kill for one." 
My joke is met not with the appreciative smirk | was expecting, but with a downward flick of those feline eyes. 
"Which would you rather have--a beer or a blowjob?" 


Never thought my throat could go dry and my mouth go wet in the same instant. But hey. First time for 
everything, as the saying goes. 


"You mean right now?" 

"Hypothetically." 

| can feel the saliva glistening on my lips and wonder if Junior can see his reflection. 

"Both." 

"But if you had to choose?" 

"Well, | already had three or four beers during my set, so..y'know. Might be nice to change things up a little. 


"Indeed it might." There's a huskiness to his voice that makes my pulse (among other things) throb expectantly. 
That throb kicks into a full-on drumbeat as he motions to the sofa beside us. "Have a seat" 


"Huh?" 
"You heard me." 
"Are you fucking serious?” 


Junior pushes me backward onto the cushions. With the tip of his finger. That's all it takes to knock me off my 
feet in my state of disbelief. 


"Course l'm serious," he says as he flops down beside me. "Unless you prefer to stand" 
"Holy fuck, you're actually gonna--?" 

"Blow you? Now why would | do something like that?" 

"Because you just asked me." 


"| said hypothetically" 


"Oh, you cocksucker." 

He snickers. Whether at the irony of my insult or my gullibility or my frustration, it's hard to tell. Probably all 
of the above. And | fucking deserve it too. Every smirk. Every chuckle. | gotta quit making it so easy for him, 
but there's just something-- 

"How much are they paying you, by the way?" 

| settle back into the cushions, grateful for the abrupt change of subject. Now | wish I'd accepted that soda. 
Maybe if | wedged the cold bottle between my thighs, | could at least finish this conversation without popping 


another boner. 

"To ice Goldsmith?" 

Junior nods. 

"Thirty grand. Ten up front and the other twenty upon proof of death." 

‘Seems a bit stingy for a blue chip operation” 

"That's my going rate," | explain. “If | had to track him down myself, | woulda pushed it up to fifty. But | know 
better than to inflate my price for millionaire clients. That would make me look greedy and opportunistic-- 
which is kinda the opposite of trustworthy.” 

"Smart," Junior concedes. "And speaking of millions, what did they say about the money Goldsmith embezzled?" 
"What about it?" 

"Do they want you to help them recover the funds?" 

| shake my head. "One of the first questions | asked" 


"And why not?" 


"Obviously they weren't heavy on the details, but they assured me that Goldsmith's house alone was worth 


well over a million" 
"Meaning what exactly?" 


"Like | said, no elaboration. But think about it. They're a real estate outfit. A real estate outfit that knows how 
to avoid the laws and work them to their own advantage. With Goldsmith gone, snapping up that property 


should be a piece of cake." 


"How ‘bout the Lamborghini?" 

"Never came up." 

Junior looks away, eyes fixed on one of the concert posters as he takes a long, contemplative pull on the 
straw. | can practically hear the gears spinning in his head. And l'm pretty sure | know why he wants to help 


me. Or why he wants in on the hit, rather. 


"You called Goldsmith a trust fund brat," he says after swallowing at last. "Does that mean he's independently 
wealthy?" 


"Never heard it used as a term of endearment, so yeah. Pretty sure the fucker was already loaded." 
Another nod. Another sip. Another upward twitch of Junior's lips. 
"Where's this going, Ellefson?" 


‘In a very promising direction if you're right." 


To be continued. 


